342	A MODERN COMEDY
" It sounds just lovely. Our ancestors were Roman
Catholics. They had a place called Naseby ; that's why we
call ours Naseby. But my grandmother was French
Creole, from Louisiana. Is it true that in England they
think Creoles have negro blood in them ? "
" We're very ignorant," said Jon. " / know the Creoles
are the old French and Spanish families. You both look
as if you had French blood."
" Francis does. Do you think we've passed that mound ?
We've come all of four miles, and I thought it was only
two."
" Does it matter ? The other mound was rather over-
rated."
The lips smiled ; she didn't ever quite laugh, it seemed.
" What Indians hereabouts ? " asked Jon.
" I'm not too sure ; Seminoles, if any, I think. But
Francis says these mounds would be from way back before
the present tribes. What made you come to America,
Mr. Forsyte ? "
Jon bit his lip. To give the reason—family feud—
broken love affair—was not exactly possible.
" I went first to British Columbia ; but 1 didn't get on too
well. Then I heard of peaches in North Carolina."
" But why did you leave England ? "
" I suppose I just wanted to see the world."
" Yes," she said. It was a quiet but comprehending
sound ; Jon was the more gratified, because she had not
comprehended. The image of his first love did not often
haunt him now—had not for a year or more. He had been
so busy with his peaches. Besides, Holly had written that
Fleur had a boy. He said suddenly : " I think we ought to
turn. Look at the sun ! " The sun, indeed, was well down
behind the trees.
" My—yes ! "

